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D a v id  Sw ickard
Johannes Brahms Reads The Brothers 
Grimm
T he  composer, on his last day, puts aside his read ing
and w rites  a f in a l appeal to the v io lin is t Joachim ,
asking h im  to destroy the m anuscrip t o f  Sonatensatz in  his possession.
V ie n n a , A p r i l  1897 
M y  dear Joachim ,
I am ly ing  here, caught up in  a w o lfs  body 
as surely as any peasant g irl on  the way to  
losing her v irtue . T h ro u g h  the w indow  lig h t 
reverses d irec tion  and the days grow  longer.
Behold th is  man, de lirious, hearing music
everywhere, and know ing  no th ing . You w ou ld  see 
a w o lf i f  you visited me, staring from  m y bed, 
wearing my flesh as good as any disguise 1 try  
to  pu t on. I am no t im ag in ing  th is  good G erm an 
w olf. I see his face in  the n ig h t’s w indow  glass,
hear h im  roam ing  the dark spaces o f th is  coun try . 
He fo llow ed the tra in  last M ay , ru n n in g  h idden  
in  the trees and the sun’s glare the day I came 
late fo r C la ra ’s funera l. Since then, his black 
hunger eats inside me. I fear death is n o t some
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far and distant land, bu t a constant com panion.
If you are my friend, you will do for me what 
I can no longer do for myself: take the last 
meat from the bone, lest it should rot. Burn 
th a t m anuscript, so th a t it might be written:
“He sought the em otional m om ent of the darkness. 
Ecce, lupus. Ecce, hom o. He gnawed light like bone.”
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